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about  learning  to  read. 

I  don’t  know  my  letters,  and  what 
shall  l  do  ? 

For  I’ve  got  a  nice  book,  but  I 
can’t  read  it  through! 

O  dear,  how  1  wish  that  my  letters 
I  knew ! 

I  think  I  had  better  begin  them  to 
day, 

rTis  so  like  a  dunce  to  be  ahvay9 
at  play : 

Mamma,  if  you  please,  will  yott 
teach  me  great  A  ? 

And  then,  B  and  C,  as  they  stand 
in  a  row, 

One  after  another  as  far  as  they  go* 

For  then  I  can  read  my  new  story 
you  know. 
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So  pray,  mamma,  teach  me  at 
once,  and  you’ll  see 
What  a  good— very  good  little 
child  I  shall  be, 

To  try  and  remember  my  ABCD. 


THE  QUARREL. 

Go,  go,  my  naughty  girl,  and  kiss 
Your  little  sister  dear ; 

I  must  not  have  such  scenes  as  this, 
And  noisy  quarrels  here. 

What!  little  children  scratch  and 
fight 

That  ought  to  be  so  mild ; 

Oh!  Mary,  it’s  a  shocking  sight 
To  see  an  angry  child. 

I  can’t  imagine,  for  my  part, 

The  reason  of  your  folly, 

She  did  not  do  you  any  harm, 

By  playing  with  your  dolly* 
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See,  see,  the  little  tears  that  run 
Fast  from  her  watery  eye: 
Come,  jny  sweet  innocent,  have 
done, 

’Twill  do  no  good  to  cry. 

Go,  Mary,  wipe  her  tears  away, 
And  make  it  up  with  kisses : 
And  never  turn  a  pretty  play 
To  such  a  pet  as  this  is. 


MARY  AND  HER  LAMB. 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb, 

Its  fleece  was  white  as  sno>v, 
And  every  where  that  Mary  went 
The  lamb  was  sure  to  go. 

He  follow’d  her  to  school  one  day, 
That  was  against  the  rule  ; 

It  made  the  children  laugh  and  play 
To  see  a  lamb  at  school. 

And  so  the  teacher  turned  him  out; 
Eut  still  he  linger’d  near#  * 
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And  waited  patiently  about 
Till  Mary  did  appear. 

Then  he  ran  to  her  and  laid 
His  head  upon  her  arm, 

As  if  he  said,  “  I’m  not  afraid, 
You’ll  keep  me  from  all  harm 

4i  What  makes  the  lamb  love  Mary 
so  ? 

The  eager  children  cry; 

“  Oh,  Mary  loves  the  lamb  you 
know,” 

Tl\e  teacher  did  reply. 

And  you  each  gentle  animal 
In  confidence  may  bind, 

And  make  them  follow  at  your  will, 
If  you  are  always  kind. 


THE  MEADOWS. 

We’ll  go  to  the  meadows,  where 
cowslips  do  grow, 

And  buttercups,  looking  as  yeS 
low  as  &pld* 
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And  daises  and  violets,  beginning 
to  blow  ;  . 

For  it  is  a  most  beautiful  sight 
to  behold. 

The  little  bee  humming  about  them 
.  is  seen, 

The  butterfly  merrily  dances 

along ;  , 

The  grasshopper  chirps  in  the 
hedges  so  green, #  . 

And  the  linnet  is  singing  his 
liveliest  song. 


The  birds  and  the  insects  are  hap¬ 
py  and  gay. 

The  beasts  of  the  field  they  are 
glad  and  rejoice,  , 

And  we  will  be  thankful  to  Goa 
every  day, 

And  praise  his  great  name  in  a 
loftier  voice. 


He  made  the  green  meadows,  he 
planted  the  flowers 
He  set  his  bright  sun  ' 
heavens  to  blaze » 
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He  created  these  wonderful  bodies 
of  ours,  _ 

And  as  long  as  we  live  we  wilt 
sing  of  his  praise. 
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THE  STAR* 

Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star, 

How  I  wonder  what  you  are  1 
Up  above  the  world  so  high, 

Like  a  diamond  in  the  sky. 

When  the  blazing  sun  is  gone, 
When  he  nothing  shines  upon, 
Then  you  show  your  little  light 
Twinkle,  twinkle,  all  the  night. 

Then  the  traveler  in  the  dark,  ^ 
Thanks  you  for  your  tiny  spark  . 
He  could  not  see  which  way  to  go, 
If  you  did  not  twinkle  so. 

In  the  dark  blue  sky  you  keep. 
And  often  through  my  curtains 
peep, 
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For  you  never  shut  your  eye 
Till  the  sun  is  in  the  sky. 

As  your  bright  and  tiny  spark 
Lights  the  traveler  in  the  dark, 
Though  I  know  not  what  you  are, 
Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star. 


THE  LOST  KITE. 


My  kite!  my  kite!  I’ve  lost  my  kite! 
Oh!  when  I  saw  the  steady  Might 
With  which  she  gained  her  ofty 
height, 

How  could  I  knowthat  letting  go 
That  naughty  string  would  bring 
so  low 

My  pretty,  buoyant,  curling  kite, 
To  pass  forever  out  of  sight  1 

A  purple  cloud  was  sailing  by, 
With  silver  fringes  o’er  the  sky, 
And  then,  I  thought  it  seemed  so 
nigh, 

*'d  make  my  kite  go  up  and  light 
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Upon  its  edge,  so  soft  and  bright, 
To  see  how  noble,  high  and  proud 
She’d  look,  while  riding  on  a  cloudL 

As  near  her  shining  mark  she  drew, 
I  clapp’d  my  hands;  the  line  slipp’d 
through 

My  silly  fingers;  and  she  flew 
Away  !  away !  in  airy  play, 

Right  over  where  the  water  lay! 
She  veer’d  and  flutter’d,  swung 
and  gave 

A  plunge,  then  vanish’d  with  the 
wave. 


THE  DEAD  BIRD. 

Ah  !  there  it  falls,  and  now  it’s 
dead, 

The  shot  went  through  its  pretty 
head, 

And  broke  its  shining  wing  I 
How  dull  and  dim  its  closing  eyes 
How  cold,  and  stiff,  and  still  it  lies  t 
Roor  harmless  little  thing ! 
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How  little  thought  its  pretty  breast, 
This  morning,  when  it  left  its  nest 
Hid  in  the  springing  corn, 

To  find  some  breakfast  for  its 
\  mug, 

And  pipe  away  its  morning  song — - 
It  never  should  return. 

Those  prptty  wings  shall  never 
more 

Its  little  nestlings  coyer  o’er, 

Or  bring  them  dainties  rare  : 

But  long  their  gaping  beaks  will 
cry, 

And  then  they  will  with  hunger 
die, 

All  in  the  bitter  air. 

Poor  little  bird !  if  people  knew 
The  sorrows  little  birds  go  through, 
I  think,  that  even  boys 
Would  never  call  it  sport  and  fun, 
To  stand  and  fire  a  frightful  gun, 
For  nothing  but  the  noise* 
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